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LXXXIV
SWEET after showers, ambrosial air,
That rollest from the gorgeous gloom
Of evening over brake and bloom
And meadow, slowly breathing bare
The round of space, and rapt below
Thro* all the dewy-tassell'd wood,
And shadowing down the horned flood
In ripples, fan my brows and blow
The fever from my cheek, and sigh
The full new life that feeds thy breath
Throughout my frame, till Doubt and Death
111 brethren, let the fancy fly
From belt to belt of crimson seas
On leagues of*odour streaming far,
To where in yonder orient star
A hundred spirits whisper ' Peace.'
LXXXV
I PAST beside the reverend walls
In which of old I wore the gown;
I roved at random through the town,
And saw the tumult of the halls ;
And heard once more in college fanes
The storm their high-built organs make,
And thunder-music, rolling, shake
The prophets blazon'd on the panes;
And caught once more the distant shout,
The measured pulse of racing oars
Among the willows; paced the shores
And many a bridge, and all about
The same gray flats again, and felt
The same, but not the same; and last
Up that long walk of limes I past
To see the rooms in which he dwelt.